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He made a blufoing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As if he mattered there a double fpiric 
Of tc'aching.and-of learning hiftantly : 

There did he paufe.butlet me tell the worlds 
If he out-live the envy of this day, 

England did never owe fo fweete a hope. 

So much mifeondred in his wantonnefle. 

Hot, CofinjI thinke thou art enamoured 
On his follies : never did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wild at liberty : ' 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a. Souldier s arme, 

’that he foall forinke under my court die. 

Armc,armc with fpeede,and fellow Souldier s ; friends. 

Better confider what you have to doe, 

That I that have not well the gift of tongue, ■ ' • ; r ‘ ^ 

Can lift your blood up with perfwafion. Enter a mffcngcr. 

Meff. My Lord, here are Letters for you, 

Hot. I cannot read them now, 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort j 
To fpend that fhort neffe bafely , were too long : 

If life did ride upon a Dials poynt, 

Stillended at the arrivall of an hower. 

And if wc live, we live to tread on Kings : 

If die, brave deathjWhen Princes die with us. 

Now for our confciences, the armes.is faire. 

When the intent forbearing them is juft Enter another. 
Meff. My Lord,prepare,the King comes on apace, 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profeffe not talking, only this, c 

Let each man doe hisbeft ; and here draw I ai Sword, 

Whole temper I intend to daine 
With the bed blood that I can meete withall. 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the lofty indruments of warre. 

And by that muficke,let us all imbraccv. 

For 


im* 


-•Kff Tifin;£ 


For heaven to earth, fomeofusnever fhall 
A fecond time doe fuch a courtefy. 

Heere they embr ace, the Trumpets found, the Kingenters with 
hit power,, alarum to the bat tell', then enter Dowslas.<?»^ Sir 
Walter Blunt. 6 

2/«. W hat is thy name that in Battell thus thou eroded me ? 
What honour dod thou feeke upon my head ? 

HZ><sw.Know then my name is Dowglas, 
Andldoehaunttheeinthe battcllthus, 

Becaufe feme tell me , thatthou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true, 

DowXhe Lord of Staf orddcure to day bath bought 
Thy likeneffe: for indead of thee. King Harry , 

This Sword hath ended him , lb fhall it thee, 

Unleffe thou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borneto yeeld,thou proud Scot, 

And thou fhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. , 

T hey fight ; Dowglas fils Blunt • then enters Hotjfur. 

Hot. O Dowglas ! hadd thou fought at Holmfdon thus, 

I never hadtriumpht over a Scot. 

Dow.hYs done,aPs won, here breathlefle lies the King. 

Hot. Where? Dow. Heere. 

Hot .This Dowglas ? No,I know, this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he wasfois name was Blunt : 

Semblably fornifot like the King himfelfe. 

-Dow. Afifoole, goe with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title had thou bought to© deare. 

Why didd thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

D w.Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates: 

Tie murder all his Wardrop , piece by piece, 

Untill I meet the K ing. Hot. Up and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand foil fairely for the day. 

Alarum, Enter Falfiaffe Joins. 

Fd/.Though I could fcape foot-free at London , I feare the 
foot heere : heer’s no fcoring butupon the pate.Soft, who are 
you? Sir tv, alter Blunt, foere^ honourfor yon,hcer’$ no vanity. 
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